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Last Monday evening Mrs. Hattie Spencer and friend Laverne called 
also Mrs. Humphry and daughter Grace. so we still live in the memory 
of our friends. 





I am sitting at the window over looking the garden and just one 
beautiful red rose is alone on the mother bush. but tomorrow she 
will have a number of sisters, for a host of opening buds are there. 


The sun has shone but little to day and the clouds are getting 
dark and I believe it will be a rainy night. 


I went to town yesterday afternoon and it was late when I came in 
and learned that Ora and Mis. Van Bergen, Alice Rashlee and Louise 
and Helen had all called to show the new dresses bought. Helen was 
getting her Graduating out-fit as she finished her school in Carbon- 
dale the 18 of this month. The others complementery dresses for the 
occasion. 


Life is a school that all attend. 

Death is our graduating day. 

Our graduating gown is our burial robe and the record of our 
lives is our diploma. 


June 30 The whole month of June has passed away like a thousand 
before her leaving only a memory of what we have done and mark our 
record of profit or loss. What have I done to make one person 
happy? I surely cann't report a life of any one being made brighter 
by my living for I am not living, just existing waiting for the 
something, I know not what. 


This has been a wonderful day, a day that gives strength to the 
body. I walked out to Dunmore this morning thinking of getting 
material to combine into a dress and as I walked I spied lovely 
strawberries so my mind quickly turned from dress to the preserving 
kettle so I ordered berries, sugar, certo and wax. came back and 
got very busy and at five oclock I was setting a side twenty one 
jars of the finest strawberry jam and you will agree with me if 
you are lucky enough to taste it. Edna went home with Louise last 
evening on her way to Honesdale to a little Club party at the Dean 
home. comes home tomorrow Sat. Yesterday was very warm but a 
welcome shower last evening and to day cool and delightful. 


I went to the yard this morning and every thing seemed glad of 
the rain. The yard fence is pink with roses just in the height 
of their loveliness, and acrost on the other side is those grapes 
growing with all their power to become the pride of the yard. 


Sunday the twenty second was a fine day, Edna and I left here 
in the morning by St. car to the mountain end of Washburn St. then 
hiked to the West Mountain Hospital. Found the walk very tiresome 
but were glad we went, It is a lovely spot. Edna saw James Pfoor, 
a patient there for two years, was one time a student of hers when 
she taught in Jerman. 
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